C HAPTER    I 9
BLOCKMARKS AND  BALKAN MARKETS
I climbed one day to the top of Mount Avala, which lies about
ten miles from Belgrade, and on the summit the Serb conscripts
were finishing Ivan Mestrovitch's black marble tomb for the
Yugoslav Unknown Soldier. *tn the grandeur of its design and in
its situation, this is the finest of all the war monuments I have ever
seen, and one of the finest of all monuments that I know.
Reflect that you have to come to the Balkans to see it and you
will revise your ideas about the Balkans, if you still think of them
as lands hopelessly backward, the home of the analphabetic
peasant, the haunt of the friendly flea. They are putting that
behind them fast.
They have a lot of ground to make up. You still will not find
in all Belgrade a moving picture temple in the style of ancient
Babylon, a milk bar, a greyhound racecourse, a dirt track, a
public house that closes during the morning, the afternoon, and
the late evening, a queue waiting for theatre seats, a coronet at the
opening of parliament, a case of night starvation, a publication
given to the humour of the double bed and the double meaning,
a family that has found wealth and happiness in the use of Soapo,
a woman with purple hair, a title, or an old school tie.
I suppose these things will come, but for the nonce Belgrade is
backward. Yet you have to come to Belgrade to see Ivan Mestro-
vitch's monument to the Yugoslav Unknown Soldier.
The site was there, but the choice of it, and the design of the
temple to surmount it, where the bare summit rises from the tree-
clad slopes, were genius. In immeasurable vista Serbia lies
spread before you, with the roofs of Belgrade in the middle distance,
Here, in this lofty loneliness that somehow is not lonely, a soldiei
who knew that he was going to die so that his country might be
free would be glad to rest. A remarkable thing about this remark-

